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various reptiles handed him by some old serpent-
charmers, slowly chewed up the flat heads and
forked tongues, and .gulped them down. Next—a
harder feat—he swallowed a handful of nails, a
small open penknife and, after ciunching it between
his teeth, a wine-glass. An Indian doctor sitting
next to me—I had taken a dislike to the fellow at
first sight—produced from his pocket a bottle of
sulphuric acid.
" I've heard a lot about this chap from brother
doctors in Bombay," he whispered in my ear.
" My opinion is that he's a fake. Well, if he can
swallow this, I'll take off my hat to him ! "
Grinning, he dabbed a comer of his handkerchief
with the cork and showed me the material; it had
been burnt through at once and was crumbling into
dust. He then told a child to give the bottle to the
Professor. The man sniffed it, recognized the con-
tents, and smiled. After steeping his handkerchief
in the acid he bundled it together, tossed it into his
mouth and swallowed it with a raucous gurgle.
Then he drank off the rest at a gulp, straight from
the bottle. I glanced at my neighbour and saw
his cheeks blanch under the brown, his eyes riveted
on the self-appointed victim.
Later on in the evening the Professor showed me
the marks on the folds of his hands and at the corners
of his lips where the acid had burnt them.
se That's why I don't much relish vitriol," he con-
fessed. The man was thin as a lath—it was im-
possible to guess his age—and lived on fruit and
liquids only. He never took alcohol, so he told me,
adding without the vestige of a smile, " Unfortun-
ately, I've a very weak stomach."
Two hours after a performance he ejects through
the intestines ah1 the abominations he has swallowed.

